one find a better array of candidates for a cross-
word puzzle than here ?

Niam Shah and Boots and Spurs walked on
through the bazaars ahead of us hand in hand.
The Faraz Bashi who had just joined us wanted
to imitate the pair by interlocking little fingers
with me, but in Kabul, no less than in Kalamazoo,
I prefer to keep my two fists to myself.

We went to a hatter first, to buy the conical
cap that goes under the turban. Inside these
caps, at the top, is sewn a little roll of paper
which is supposed to contain a magical text of
the Koran to protect the wearer from harm.
Unwinding mine later to see what picturesque
sutra had been my talisman, I read: "Pioneer,
Allabad, March" ... It was merely a torn
pellet of newsprint! My next need was soap.

"Do not trouble," said the Faraz Bashi; "the
washerman will attend to that."

"On no account will he wash me," I replied.
One must draw the line somewhere, even in
Kabul.

"You want to soap yourself ?" exclaimed my
friend in amazement. "We in Afghanistan use
it for harness or the laundry. The handmaidens
of personal purity are sand and running water as